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That circulates not
But coagulates outside,
And have my robe* red they be.
Dipped in salve
To breathe sin its last
This night is a token Of some craft, murky My dream-read. Is my journey over!
O! What steeps my senses In a nothing that I know In a sequence that I know not In a miracle beyond belief In a truth consuming away And crumbling where it lies On surface! The inexact index of the mind.
O! Is my robe daubed? Are my hands wrapped? Should my frame shudder?
Windy, winding, unminding Night! From where this sawdust Is blown upon me!
Poor, dream-duped, dream-dreading
Fatigue of mine!
The neck that held
Is neckless now!
What a Torso of a swift hour
Is Time, tattooed
With overrun discretions.
Bad, mad, sad dreams.
Let me move to the back Corridor of this temple And lie close to the sanctum And the night be lost Before any event.
May Lord Shiva Kill such dreams That proffer no comfort. Inside this noble citygent?
